114            JOURNEY  WITHOUT  END
We certainly had no objection and, indeed, were
of the company.  It was mutually agreed to return to'the
more profitable sport of shooting tigers.
Now it transpired that this officer had wounded a tiger
the previous day, and he insisted on searching for it again.
He was warned that it would be dangerous to hunt for it in
the jungle, and advised to wait till the beast came out into
the open. Unfortunately he spurned both the warning
and the advice, and since he-had made up his mind to go,
we had no choice but to follow. So, with rifles cocked, we
crept behind him. We saw nothing for about half an. hour.
It was getting dark and, so far as we were concerned, we
were anxious to get back to our base. Then suddenly I
heard a rustle, followed by the most frightful cry. The
officer and a tiger appeared to be inextricably entwined in a
sort of blur. In a minute the tiger had separated itself, and
as it did so every man of us fired. I still can't think why
we did not shoot each other, for we were at all angles, and
the firing was practically simultaneous!
That officer was torn in pieces. The tiger had sprung
at him from a hiding place, gripped him by the throat, and
passed its claws over his body in a rapid movement hie a
dog scratching at the ground. The body was torn into
shreds. The carnage was such that isolated pieces of flesh
were lying about the ground. The tiger was dead, but at
what a price.